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He remembered those \\ords, or something like them
He had meant them with absolute sincerity, but now, as they
surged up in his mind and memory they seemed to be a kind
of rejection of her love, a land of warning that he had finished
with her Gould she possibly have read his words like that ?
Had he broken that child s heart while protesting that he
would hate himself for cruelty ?

Why hadn t she written to him ? He had sent the letters
to her home in Mainz, knowing that she would be somewh^e
in Berlin, but if they had been forwarded there was time
enough for answers He had waited for them week after
week, now, and not a word had come

He was writing another letter to Ina von Menzel in his
bedroom one evening, when he heard through the closed
window a noise which made him suddenly jerk up his head
and listen intently It was the sound of tramping feet in the
courtyard below, followed bv a girl s shriek The footsteps
passed, but he could still hear the shrieks growing fainter

He stood up and called out

* Are you there, Michelp

His orderlv did not answer, and Gafc&res remembered that
he had gone out two hours ago to have a game of billiards with
some of his comrades

'Cre nom de Dim /9 said Gatiferes

The cries of that girl were fault now What was happening
down there in the alley which led to the waste ground ?
Some homble brutality

He strapped on his revolver and rushed downstairs,
fumbling his way down a dark passage to the kitchen which
led to the back of the house

The old woman who cooked there was standing at the
back door, peering out He spoke to her sharply in German,

"What is that ? What is happening ?"

There was one lamp burning on the kitchen table, and she
turned to its light and leered at him with an evil smile

"It is the fault of your sergeant   He has been too friendly